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j6 The Tragedy o/" Othello 

Def My Lord 

Oth. Get you to bed e'che inftant, I will be return’d forthwith 
difpatch y our Attendant there, — lookc it be done* Exeunt. 

Def I will my Lord. 

Sm. How goes it now ? he looses gentler then hedid. 

Def He fares he wilt returne incontinent s 
He hath commanded me to goe robed, 

And bade roe todifmiffe you. 

Em. Difniflcnic? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Em>lli* s 
Giueme my nightly weanng.and adieu, 

V Ve itaft not now difpleafe him. 

Sm. Would you had neuerfeene him. 

Def So would not I, ray loue doth fo approue him, 

That euen his ftubborncnefle,bis checks and frownes, 

(Prethce vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Sm . I haue Iaicd tbofe'"{hccts you bad me on the bed. 

De . All’* one,gO( dfacher; how fooilharcour minds; 

If I doe die before thee.prethee fiirowd me 
In one of theft fame lhu.es. 

Em Come, co ve.youralke. 

Def My mother had a maid cal’d Barbary, 

She was in loue>and he fh lou’d prou d mad, 

A' ddid forlake lier,flv had a long of willow. 

An old thing t’was.but ir exp t ft her fortune, 

And flic died fingmg it, that fong to night 
Will not got ftoru iny mind: 

I haue much r o doe ; _ 

But to soe haog ny head all atone fide, ana fing it like poore Bar* 

bury ; p ether difpatch. 

Em Shall I go. fetch vour night-gowne? 

D f N .v p n nt* lucre. 

Tins Lodoutco is >- proper man. 

Sm , rV very h ndf me man. 

^m. rkilowa Lad : n Venice, would haue walk’d barefooted to 

P«le fine, toe & tauch-of hi* outucr *:•?. 

Def- 




the Moore of V enice. 7 T 

Defdemona fmgs. 

"The poore foule fatefightng by aficamour tree, 
fing all 4 green Willow, 

He* hand on her befome. her head on her knee } 
ftnaW How WtUoW, WilloW j 

The f e[h fireames ran by her , and murmur’d her Moanet , , 
fingW HoW . WiUoW.WiHow , 

Her folt texrts fill from her , which foftned the fiones t 
fing wdlow &c. (Lay by thefe.) 

WtUoW, Willow. 

(Prethee hie thee, h>’le cone anon.) 

Sing all ag^een willow mull be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him , hie fcorne I approue : 

(Nay, that’s not next : harke,who’> chat knocks?) 

Em T’isthe windc. 

Def l call'd my lone falfi, but what fijd h: : hen ? 
fing Wil oW WdloW willow , 

If I court mo women, joule couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gon.good mgit ,u»ac eyes dot itch. 

Does thar boade weeping ? 

Sm. Tisncit ier'^crc nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo ; O chefe men, thefe men % 

Boft hou in o nfcience thmke (reil me Emilli*,) 

Thar there be women doe abufc thcit husbands 
Infuchgrofle kinJes ? 

S m. There b feme fuch no queftion. 

Df Wouldftthou dotiucha thing,for all the world? 

Sm. Why would not you? 

*D f No by this heau^n light* 

Sm. Nor f neither, by this neauenly li _,hr, 

I mi hr as well doc it i.i the d oke. 

Def Woulddthoud icf.c • a !eed, for aft the world? 

Em., fhe world is a huge thing, it is a g eat price. 

For afmall vice. 

Def in tro h ' thinkethoii wouldft nor. 

E0, iii .tjoti a Eiitvtkiliifoiild, and vudo’c when I had done it* 
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